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"Put your tongue back in your mouth, you're 
drooling all over your sandwich," Arli said. Then 
followed my line of sight. "Oh no, Brett, | thought 
you had more taste. Not Mr. Neanderthal, the 
school jock?" 

| was so pathetic. How cliché is it for the 
college gay nerd to fall for the popular sports 
jock? Only Porno 101. 


"Besides," Arli continued, relishing my 


discomfort, "He's got that air-head, Cindy-Lou 
Harrower hanging off his arm." 

"Of course, he's got a girl hanging off his arm, 
he's the college stud." | sounded petulant. 

Arli was deliberately gross. "You wanna get 
yourself some of his good old country gonad juice?" 
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"Uh huh." I sighed. That was a dead giveaway. 
"Oh, pul-leaze. Tell me you don't want to 

marry the bonehead." 

"| do." 

Arli bashed me on the arm. "Wake up to 
yourself, Brett. It ain't gonna happen. Besides, 
you're much too young to settle down. Play the 
field, enjoy yourself while you can." 

What she didn't say was ‘Like me.’ 

My best female friend in the world described 
herself as postfeminist which roughly translated 
means she treated men as sex objects in much 


the same way most men treated women. In 


old-fashioned lingo it meant she was a bit of a 
slut. It was a descriptive noun she embraced. 
Not only that, she had all the missionary zeal 
necessary to get out there and convert men to 
her way of thinking. | was the lone failure. | 
neither succumbed to her obvious charms nor to 
her encouragement to free my gay sexuality from 
the ‘chains of patriarchal conservatism.’ 

| may not have dipped my wick where so 

many men had dipped before, but | loved her like 
a brother. She returned the affection. 
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| was curious. “Have you ever tried to...you 
know?” 

One thing she disliked about me was my 
absolute horror of anything vulgar. 

“Spit it out, Brett. Are you asking whether I’ve 
ever fucked Cro-Magnon man? No, | have not.” 


| couldn’t help but smile. 


"| saw that smirk. You don't think | can?" 

To be honest, I didn't think she could. Rocky's 
type was all-too-apparently big-breasted blonde 
cheer leaders which was the antithesis of Arli's 
dark, moody, average-sized tits bohemian appeal. 
This, however, was not the occasion to tell the 
truth. 

"| think you'd have him in bed with the snap 

of your pussy muscles," I lied. 

"Why, Brett, | do believe you just used a 

slight, very slight, vulgar term for a woman's 
cunt." 

| used it to deflect her attention away from 
seducing Rocky. You see, we had a pact that we 
would never sleep (my term) or fuck (her term) 
with one of our opposite's conquests. If Arli were 
to cajole Rocky into the sack, then I’d have to find 
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someone else to fantasize about, and men who 


were as unattainable as the football jock were few 
and far between. 

There was a reason | chose Rocky. Arli was 
forever attempting to pair me off. Her idea of a 
suitable partner for me consisted of her male 
friends who'd confessed to her they wanted to 
explore their gay side. | ended up helping them 
discover they had no gay side but a rather silly 
notion that by sprouting such rubbish, Arli would 
give them a tumble. More fool them when all they 
had to do was approach her and ask, 'Wanna 
fuck?’ 

More fool me that | played along with so many 
misguided attempts at match-making, although 

a small number of them did lead to an enjoyable 
night of faked passion. Not faked on my side, but 
definitely on theirs. They were so horny they 
would have screwed a tortoise that couldn’t crawl 
away fast enough - and | wasn’t running. | cut my 


baby teeth of experience with these guys. | 


thought that was a generous exchange. They got 
their rocks off and | got to practice my gay skills, 
virginal as they were. 
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With more confidence, came less patience 

with Arli's interference in my domestic life, or lack 
thereof. Explaining to her that | needed to learn 
seduction techniques and also learn to recognize 
fellow travelers along the winding gay path to 
relationship satisfaction was insufficient to get 
her to tone down totally her insatiable quest to 
drive me to gay slutdom. Now she was merely a 
pedestrian shoving me in that direction. 

The only out I could find to my dilemma was 

to develop an all-consuming crush on some 

man, the more unattainable the better. An 

added plus would be if Arli found my choice total 
anathema. It was a big ask, but the perfect 


solution presented himself one day when she 


and | were finalists in the college diving 
championships: different divisions, of course. I 
say, of course, knowing full well that Arli can 
dive the Speedos off me. She won't admit it, but 
she's definitely Olympics material. That's not to 
say I’m not good at it, but I'll never be world- 
Class. 

I'd just completed my most difficult dive from 
the platform and was waiting for the results. I’m 
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no Greg Louganis but | was satisfied with my 
effort, and it took me to the top spot in my class. 
Arli was delighted but not so much that she 
didn't rub my nose in her higher score. We'd both 
be heading off to the state championships. | 
guess | was allowed a little time to get my head 
out of the clouds but it's difficult when everyone 
is offering a backslap and congratulations, none 


more so than when Arli and | were traversing the 


car-park to be stopped in our tracks by a call of 
‘Hey, dude.’ 

Arli and | both turned to see Rocky, another 

of his constant bubble-headed blonde bimbos 
being dragged along on his arm, striding toward 
us, his smile a mile wide. “Awesome dives, dude,” 
he complimented me, ignoring Arli who quietly 
fumed that she’d been relegated to the same level 
as the gun-chewing bimbo. 

What you need to know here is that in the 
hierarchy of college sports, at least in our college, 
football is the superstar jockdom category. It then 
goes in descending order until you reach the 
swim team, and way down deep inside that is the 
lowly competitive diver. It’s just about the lowest 
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rung before you get to the next college species: 
nerds. 


So, for Rocky to even acknowledge my 


existence was special enough, if you're into that 
sort of specious popularity, but to have the 
sports god actually high five my win, well that 
was 

up 

there 

with 

the 

stratosphere. 

Unbelievably, he shook off his date to put his 
arm around my shoulders as we walked toward 
his car, treating me as jock to jock. The jar of 
electricity that shot through my body surprised 
me although he didn't seem to feel it. I’m afraid 
he did all the talking, mainly about the 
imperative of keeping your eye on the ball (all his 
clichés came from his chosen sport), training 
hard, perfecting skills, and peaking on the day. 
There was nothing to disagree with and fora 


brief shining moment, | swam in Rocky’s blessed 


orbit. 

Once at his car, he patted my shoulder and 

said quietly as if he were shy, "I'm proud of ya, 
mate. Congratulations." And then he and Clara 
Belle or whatever her name was were gone in the 
pop of a pink gum bubble. 
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"What was that all about?" Arli asked, once 
she'd overcome the coughing attack brought on 
by the exhaust fumes. 

"No idea,” | shrugged. "But I think I’m in 

love." 

Arli hated the way she'd been treated. Rocky 
had not even acknowledged her existence, let 
alone her win that was superior to mine, so Arli 
hated Rocky. On the other hand, | had found 

the man I could use to fend off Arli's further 
attacks on my single status. | would cultivate an 


obsession with the jock. He had all the 


attributes | needed. He was gorgeous. He was 
straight. He had so many girlfriends we'd all lost 
count at around the number thirty-five. He had 
a body that simply wouldn't quit, including an 
ass that | could bury my face in and die happy. 
His cock was an unknown but God could not 
have been so cruel as to cheat him in that 
department. He was perfect. Did | mention he's 
gorgeous? 

Much as | liked to pretend my infatuation 

with Rocky was all to do with my ruse to stop 
Arli interfering in my life, | knew that | was 
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fooling myself as well. | did have a stupid crush 
on the big guy. Dumb, eh? At the very least I 
would have changed my opinion of his 
Neanderthalism from that brief meeting. Yeah, 
he was still a jock and, yeah, he was still dating 


cheer leaders, but | couldn't deny the fizz of 


attraction that aroused my interest and other 
parts of my body when he touched me. Now he 
was my jock. At least in my fantasies. That 

meant it wasn't difficult to keep up my pretense 
with Arli, although she gave me heaps of shit 

over it. 

After that, | seemed to run into Rocky 

everywhere. Whether my subconscious was at 
work, steering me to places | was likely to see him, 
or whether | just noticed him more now that | had 
created a fictitious attraction, was open to 
conjecture. In the past his presence probably didn't 
even register with me, while now | was acutely 
aware of the buff beauty. 

Something had changed, however. If Rocky 

saw me in the street, he'd call out, "Hey, Brett, 
howzitgoin?" Or else, he'd stop and chat about my 
training and the importance of focus, usually 
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ending with a half-embarrassed half-shy ‘I’m 
proud of ya, man.' His behavior became so 
pervasive even Arli noticed. She was never likely 
to actually like Rocky but once he started 
including her in our brief conversations if she was 
with me, she thawed from seething hatred to a 
sort of favorable neutrality. 

"For a jock, he’s okay,” she finally admitted. "I 
can sort of see what you like about him." 

| was heartbroken by that admission 

because it was a cover for the fact she really did 
like him. In that way. And if Arli liked you in that 
way, then she got you. She wasn't bound by any 
particular loyalty to me because my relationship 
with him was all in my head. More importantly, 
for me, it meant if she did inveigle him into any 
sort of sexual action, he was off-limits to me. | 
was realistic enough to realize | was never 
actually going to get him myself because he was 


straight, but what it meant was I could no longer 


use him as a human shield against Arli's 
matchmaking. 

Plus there was the fact l'd worked out Rocky's 
little game. | wouldn't have been much of a friend 
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if | hadn't explained it to Arli. "Don't you see?” | 
asked. "That's exactly the reason he cultivated 
this pseudo-friendship with me." 

"Are you serious?" she scoffed. "You think too 
much." 

“Think about it. You're way out of his league,” 

| flattered, although it was basically true. "You're 
smart, intelligent, great looking-" 

"Small tits," she interrupted. 

"Don't you see his attraction is to much more 
than the superficial? He's too shy to approach 
you directly, so he's doing it through me. He 
probably knows what you think of jocks, after all 


you don't keep your opinions to yourself, and he's 


scared of rejection." 

| could see she liked the idea. 

"So what can | do to encourage him?" 

In the end what she had to do was ask him out 

on a date herself. Rocky's attraction to Arli was 
stalemated. His conversations with us remained 
much the same as they had before. Much to my 
horror, she needed my moral support which was 
so unlike Arli | wondered how much she was 
covering up about her true feelings. She steered us 
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all over campus so we could 'accidentally' run into 
Rocky and she could ask him out because Cindy- 
Lou Harrower had gone to Europe with her family 
and would be away for about four weeks. 

"He'll have blue balls by the time she comes 

back if | don't help him out," she announced. 

"And I'm a much safer bet, not like those other 


cheerleaders who'd report straight back to Cindy- 


Lou the moment she returns if he tried something 
with them." 

| couldn't argue with her thinking but it was 
another tedious hour of helping her plan her 
seduction before we ran across the man in 
question coming out of a fast food outlet, burping 
up the excess fat and sugar as he tossed the 
paper wrapping in the bin. For once in his life, he 
was alone. 

"Hey guys," he called when he saw us. 

We pretended surprise to run into him. 

A painful nudge from Arli was the signal. "You 
must be at a loose end while Cindy-Lou's away,” 

| said. 

"What? Oh, yeah, it's the pits." He sounded 
totally unconvincing, the idea suddenly occurred 
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to me that perhaps his girlfriend had been 


whisked away because she was 'in trouble,' to use 


the old euphemism. 

"| know,” Arli said brightly as if the idea had 

just occurred to her instead of having been 
rehearsed until | wanted to strangle her. "There's 
a great party on tonight, why don't you come?" 
Good touch. A generic invitation. No pressure. 
Rocky's face did brighten at the thought. 

"Cool. Who's going?" 

"There won't be anyone from your circle of 
friends if that's what you're worried about,” Arli 
added. 

"Cool," Rocky said again. "Sounds just like 

what I need. It's always good to meet different 
people. Broaden your horizons." 

His emphasis on 'different' and 'broaden your 
horizons' didn't escape my notice although it 
sailed right over Arli's head. She was giving 
details of where he could pick her up at what time 
when, casually, he turned to me, "You're gonna 


be there, dude?" 


Arli spoke for me. "Nah, Brett has to spend a 
night at the library. Essay he forgot about. Due in 
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on Monday." She went on in a similar vein for so 
long it was beginning to sound forced. 

Rocky got totally the wrong idea. "Hey, man, 

I’m not trying to steal your girlfriend. | thought we 
could like go on a double date." 

Sometimes Arli could be so insensitive | 

wanted to strangle her. "What? You think Brett's 
my boyfriend? Get real." 

"Everyone thinks you two are..." He was polite 
enough not to continue the thought. 

"Are you crazy? Why would anyone think I 

was dating a gay guy?" 

Way to go, outed by your best friend in front 

of a man you had fantasies over. 

"Dude," Rocky gasped. "You're gay?" 


Arli smiled slyly. Had she given away my 


secret so that Rocky would turn against me and 
I'd be no competition, or had she revealed my 
secret as a friend to see if it sparked any interest 
in him. 

"Dude, I’m so sorry. | didn't know." What 

was he sorry about? The fact | was gay? “I 
mean, you're so masculine. Who would have 
thought?" 

14 

Barry Lowe 

Could he dig the hole any deeper? 

"Enjoy the party,” | said, my voice wobbling a 
little as | attempted to wrest back control of my 
emotions. 

| heard Rocky as | walked away. “Shit! | 

handled that really bad, didn't I?" 

You bet, mate. 

| had a stern talk to myself as | wandered 
miserably around the campus. I had no right to 


be upset. Rocky was an acquaintance, a very 


cute acquaintance admittedly, but he had 
never given me any reason to believe he was 
interested in me romantically or sexually. That 
was totally a figment of my imagination. | had 
been so carried away, l'd begun to believe my 
own fantasy. Lethal, dude. | just needed time 
alone to wallow in self-pity and lick my 
wounds. 

| tried staying in, watching telly, but the 
programs were so abysmal they forced me out 
into the streets where my feet automatically 
took me to the one place | felt safe: Saturday 
night and there | was ensconced in the library 
with all the other losers who didn't have a date 
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or anywhere else better to be. That was the 
downside. The upside was that | was getting a 
lot of future essay work done so | could take it 


easy over the next few weeks, maybe even 


actually do something about my personal life 

to get the bitter taste of rejection out of my 
mouth. 

Good one, Brett. Rejection? You were setting 
yourself up for rejection from the start. You knew 
Rocky was straight. 

| giggled a little too loudly at the absurdity of 

my self-pity, trying to swallow it when a number 
of people glanced my way, which turned it into a 
hiccup. | was attempting to hold my breath to 
ward off another explosive spasm of my 
diaphragm when I felt a chair pulled out from the 
opposite side of the table at which | was 
studying. Opening my eyes, I hiccupped even 
louder than ever, much of it in surprise, for 
seated opposite me was the hottest man l'd ever 
seen. Dressed for partying, out of his usual jock 
gear, Rocky was even more handsome, more 
desirable. 


"Awesome hiccup, dude," he smiled. 
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Now that he was no longer my boyfriend, even 

in fantasy, his constant use of the word ‘dude’ 
threatened to become intensely irritating. The 
clock said 10pm. 

"Did Arli stand you up?" I can be hopeful, 

can't I? 

"Nah, not my sort of party." 

"It didn't take you long to find out, it's only 

been going an hour or so." 

"Look, dude, don't be angry if | tell you 

something." 

He paused long enough to indicate he 

required an answer. “Okay,” | said. 

“That Arli. Dude, way too intense for me. She 

was all over me from the moment she got in the car. 
Trying to get my tackle outa my jeans while | was 
driving. Sulked when | told her to slow down. | don’t 


need that sorta shit in my life. At the party she 


either had her hands all over me, down my jeans, 
trying to kiss me, showing disrespect, dude, or else 
she ignored me trying to make me jealous by doing 
the same thing to other guys at the party. It might 
work on dudes who are that desperate but, you 
know, | can get it any time | want." 
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My feeble response was, "Sorry, it didn't work 
out." 

He laughed. “I’m not. Come on, dude. Let's get 

out of here. It's Saturday night, no time to be 

stuck in the library." 

| was pretty amazed by the invitation, but 

even more so by his correct pronunciation of the 
word ‘library.’ God, I’m a snob. 

Rocky grabbed my notes and was half-way 

across the floor before | scrambled to grab the 
remainder of my belongings and ran to catch 


up. He was already seated impatiently in his 


car by the time I’d unplugged my laptop from 
the power, returned the books I'd been using to 
the counter, and generally got myself in the 

right frame of mind to join him. That frame 
would be studied indifference. Alas, it didn't last 
long. 

"Get in," he instructed as | approached. He 
leaned over and opened the passenger door for 
me. | guess he'd at least got out of the car for Arli, 
but then, this wasn't a date. 

| hopped in but Rocky didn't start the car, he 
seemed to be wrestling with something in his 
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mind. | didn't interrupt, and eventually we drove 
off, although | suddenly realized | didn't know if 
Rocky was a homophobe and had designs on 
slicing off my tackle and shoving it down my 
throat so l'd suffocate or bleed to death. Nah, too 


many witnesses saw him in the library. Are killers 


that smart? 

Silence seemed the best recourse and, to be 
honest, I loved sitting beside Rocky, watching the 
fierce concentration in the set of his jaw. My mind 
was already working overtime, weaving its 
fantasy. We drove east toward the coast and a 
silent half hour later, we arrived at the empty car 
park overlooking the path that led down to the 
secluded beach surrounded by scrub and trees 
that thrived in the sandy conditions. 

Rocky got out of the car without saying a 

word, so | did the same. He was leaning against 
the front of the car looking out to sea, the lights 
from cargo ships that were coming into the port 
about one hundred kilometers to the south, 
twinkling on the horizon. | faced away from him 
because whatever it was he had to say, it was 
important. 

19 

OMG! THE COLLEGE JOCK'S A NUDIST! 


We stood silently for a minute or so before he 
said, "You really gay, dude?" 

| could see no point in denying it. "Yeah." 

"You mind Arli saying that about you in front 

of me?" 

| could see it was going to be one of those long 
drawn-out discussions about being gay. | sat up 
on one of the picnic tables that dotted the sandy 
area on the edge of the car park. 

"Yes and no. Yes, because she didn't ask my 
permission to tell you, and also because I didn't 
know her motive. No, because I’m not ashamed of 
who | am. It's not like it's a secret." 

"Arli said you fancy me." 

"She's got a big mouth." 

"So, do you?" 

"You're handsome as fuck, dude." 

“I’m a jock, for fuck's sake. Of course I’m 

hot." He sounded irritated rather than 


boastful. 


"You ever come here before?" he asked 

"This beach?" 

"Yeah." 

“No.” 
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“You should.” 

"Why's that?” 

“You'll meet a lot of guys like you here. 

Especially in the bushes.” 

“Oh.” 

It hadn't penetrated my brain until now, but 

this was the notorious Queen's Inlet, the nude 
beach which was a cruising ground for horny gay 
guys. Women were welcome to exhibit their 
attributes but were warned not to wander off into 
the undergrowth where all sorts of male-on-male 
coupling took place. The authorities attempted to 
close the area down on a regular basis but it was too 


popular with all sorts of men, including those from 


the college who came to have their dicks sucked if 
they were horny enough. That begged the question. 
"You come here a lot?" 

"| like to get an all-over tan." 

“I'll bet that's a sight to see." 

"You had much experience?" 

"Sex, you mean?" He nodded his head. "Nah. 

Arli keeps trying to match me up with her friends. 
Never works out." 

"Why?" 
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"They weren't my type." 

"Am I?" 

| sighed. He just kept staring out to sea like 

the answer to everything was out there between 
the breakers. 

"We need to get you some more experience, 
dude,” he said. "Come on, let's get back. | got 


practice in the morning." 


He hopped in the car and was keying the 

ignition while | was still clambering into my seat 
wondering what that had all been about. | could 
have understood it if he'd let me suck his dick or 
if he'd bashed me. But, nothing? 

"You doing anything tomorrow afternoon?" 
"Nah." 

“lII pick you up at one, drive us out here, get 
you laid." 

Everyone seemed to want to get me laid, 

though there'd be very little chance of that at the 
beach with Rocky beside me. What the hell? It 
was time to live dangerously. 

"Okay about the pick-up,” | said suggestively, 
paused a while, then added, "We'll see about the 
getting laid part." 
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| had a smile on my face for the rest of the 


journey. The night hadn't turned out at all like | 


expected, it had turned out much better. 

The trip back seemed to take half the time, 
probably because | didn't want it to end. | really 
liked the easy camaraderie between me and 
Rocky, and if | couldn't have him as a boyfriend, 
then I think I’d like the guy as a mate. 

He dropped me off outside the frat house 

where | had a room to myself. It crossed my mind 
for a split second to invite him up, but I thought 
better of it. Rocky said quietly, "Dude, Sorry I 
didn't handle it real well when | found out you 
were gay. | think it's awesome." 

Before the shock wore off, he leaned over and 
kissed me square on the lips, and not just a coy 
lip-to-lip smacker, he went for the tongue. My 
brain was doing a little dance that the college jock 
had his tongue wedged in my mouth and had his 
arms around me. I shifted to give him better 
access but it broke the mood and he pulled away 


in embarrassment or disgust or something. He 


must have felt how hard | was for him, or else I'd 
mistaken his intention when | opened my mouth. 
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| mumbled good-night and ran off as fast as I 
could to escape. | was such a klutz. Now l'd gone 
and ruined everything. 

Safe in my bed, | jerked off replaying that 

kiss over and over, each time moving Rocky’s 
hand closer to my throbbing hard-on. It made 
for a very satisfied night’s sleep, rudely 
interrupted the following morning by Arli, eager 
to spill the beans. 

“Good date, was it?” | asked. 

"Absolute disaster. | as good as begged him to 
fuck me but he wasn't interested," she wailed. 
"Maybe he doesn't like women who come on 

too strong." 

"That's why he surrounds himself with all 


those insults to feminism he's always seen with." 


"Maybe." 

"Anyway, all he wanted to do was talk about 
you." 

"Me?" 

"Yeah, whether you had a boyfriend, how 

much experience you had, when you realized you 
were gay, all that blah blah shit. Got boring real 
quick but he wouldn't quit with the questions. 
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Got so I wish I hadn't told him. It must have really 
done his head in. Must be a real innocent." 
"What did you do?" 

"Left him to his own questions and went 

looking for someone else to satisfy me. When | 
returned for him a little while later, he was gone." 
"Sorry it didn't work out." That was the 

biggest lie ever. 

"Worked out in the end, | met Errol...” 


She spent the next fifteen minutes boasting 


about her new conquest who, | knew from 
experience, would last about three weeks before 
she got bored with him. | ran my fingers across 
my lips, remembering Rocky's kiss, only half 
listening to Arli. It didn't matter, she never asked 
questions about what she'd said. 

| wondered what to do for the remainder of the 
day because Arli and Errol had a few more 
positions they wanted to try out, and | really 
didn't expect Rocky to turn up after my faux pas 
last night. | had two slices of leftover pizza in my 
small fridge and decided that was all | needed as 
a nutritious breakfast. That, and two strong 
coffees. 
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Powering up the laptop, | decided it was time 

for me to get out and live. People | knew could see 
it, so why couldn't I? | wasn't exactly a virgin, but 


| certainly wasn't all that experienced and, yeah, 


it would be nice to have a lover, but until that 
came along, it was no use sealing myself in my 
room. Lovers didn't come battering down the 
door, you had to get out and mix. Now, that, | 
hated. Especially as | was born without gaydar 
and couldn't tell a gay man from a straight man, 
even up close and sucking my dick. No one had 
bothered to furnish me with an instruction 
manual so | could plug in the gaydar, or fine tune 
it or whatever the bloody hell you needed to do to 
get it to work, | was a dud at recognizing my own 
tribe. That's why God invented the internet. And 
gay personals. 

I'd been chatting for hours with hot guys who 
seemed superficially interesting but, when 
pressed, weren't into meeting face-to-face, 
probably because their profile picture was ten 
years out-of-date, or they got their jollies jerking 
off to dirty screen talk, or...who knew what went 


on in their minds? All | knew was | was horny and 
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Ma Palmer and her five kids weren't about to 
satisfy me. That's when my cell phone rang. 

| didn't recognize the number, 

“Hi, l'II be there in about ten minutes. Meet 

you downstairs." 

"Um, okay." 

| think he'd hung up before | could even reply. 
Shit, Rocky had turned up. | grabbed my bathers, 
although they weren't strictly necessary, a towel, 
and dressed quickly in a T-shirt and shorts. | was 
waiting curbside when he pulled in. 

Tongue-tied because of last night, all | could 
think to say was, "How was training?" 

His response was cold and impersonal. "The 
usual." 

He was probably waiting for me to apologize. 

l'd have to otherwise the afternoon would be crap. 


"Look, about last night, when you dropped me 


off..." 

That's as far as | got. He interrupted. "Don't 
sweat it, | understand." 

What did he understand? His response was so 
enigmatic but | didn't want to push too hard. | let 
it lie. 
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"Looks like a good afternoon for the beach," 

he said. 

| agreed. 

The conversation went back and forth in this 
dispirited manner until he reached over and 
squeezed my thigh. "Really, | do understand. And 
it's okay." 

| relaxed although | was still none the wiser 

as to what was okay. The fact | fancied the ass off 
him? That I’d French kissed him? That | had an 
ache in my groin from just sitting next to him? 


That | wanted to get down on my knees and 


worship him? Maybe that last one was over the 
top. 

“Thanks,” | said as warmly as | could manage. 
“I’m disappointed, dude, but l'Il get over it. 

Today is for you. | want to see a smile on that 
beautiful kisser of yours by the time we go home 
this afternoon. Deal?" 

"Deal." 

And for most of the afternoon, there was a 

smile on my face as wide as the ocean. Rocky was 
such fun to be with although | sensed an 
underlying feeling of melancholy. If he was 
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disappointed in me for what happened last night 
he was obviously willing to overlook the offense. 
We got a good spot and he unloaded an Esky from 
the boot. 

"Gotta have our sustenance, mate. Man 


cannot live of surf, sand and sex alone. He's gotta 


have beer." 

"God, Rocky, you are so straight,” | joked. 
"What, gay guys can't drink beer? Why wasn't 

| informed?" 

We joked all the way down the steps to the 
beach, which had a fair number of sunbathers 
already there and a number of towels laid out 
whose owners, | surmised, were off in the 
bushes. | shuddered at the thought of doing that 
myself later. | wasn’t sure | had the personality 
for al fresco lovemaking. There was still plenty of 
room for us, though, and we made ourselves 
comfortable, Rocky handing me a cold one. Beer 
wasn't my favorite beverage but this was one of 
the new boutique ales that had hit the market 
and it tasted like the beer you have when you're 
not having a beer. | could get to like it. Maybe it 
was the company that was mellowing my taste. 
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Then the big moment arrived: the unveiling. 

Rocky had already explained the protocol. 
Newcomers were allowed to wear swimmers on 
their first visit, but anything after that required 
total nudity or the denizens were liable to think you 
were a voyeur. He skinned off his shorts and tank 
top to reveal the most perfect body | had ever seen. 
He had his back to me and | just wanted to reach 
up and stroke his ass. When he turned | tried to 
look away but my eyes were transfixed on his 
pendulous semi-engorged cock. It should be illegal 
to be this perfect. I’m afraid | licked my lips. 

Rocky laughed. "See something you like?" 

Like? No way. At that moment I fell ever 

deeper in love. I’m so shallow. 

"Your turn," Rocky said, slapping my ass. 

"| don't think | can,” | admitted. 

"A hot body like yours needs to be seen. It'll 

draw men to you like bees to honey, dude." 


There was only one bee | wanted to attract 


and he was right next to me. | wouldn't spoil his 
afternoon by saying it out loud. 

| stripped quickly and was naked in no time 

flat, lying face down on my towel before my cock 
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could give me away. | can't have been quick 
enough for Rocky whistled like he would a hot 
chick and | felt my cheeks flame. 

"That's some seriously big tackle you've got 
there, Brett. The natives will be mighty impressed. 
And your body. Wow. | knew you'd be buff, mate, 
but you are serious competition." 

| know he was trying to boost my ego but he 

was not helping me to get my cock back to a more 
manageable size as we were in company. 

"No one cares if you get a hard-on around 

here, especially late in the afternoon when 
serious action starts. Then it's almost obligatory," 


he explained, but | was still embarrassed to show 


it in public. 

"| should be careful," | said. "I burn easily. | 
didn't bring any sunscreen." 

"Fear not,” Rocky said. “I have everything 

you'll need in my Magic Esky." So saying he 
produced a bottle of SPF30+. "I know this will 
sound like old porn movie dialogue, but you want 
me to do your back?" 

"Would you mind? Obviously | can't do it 
myself." 
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“I'll have to do your...uh...butt as well. That okay?" 
"Of course." | didn't dare add that | wanted 

him to do my butt in a very different way to what 
he imagined. 

He straddled my legs and poured the cold oil 

on my back, making me jump. "You fucker, you 
did that on purpose." 


"Who? Me?" he said innocently. 


Before | could complain further he was 

massaging it into my shoulders and my neck 
shuffling his body up until | could feel his cock 
poking at my butt cheeks. | know it had nothing to 
do with me and was all about nudity and 
exhibitionism but that didn't help me get my libido 
under control. | just wanted to thrust my ass up, 
capture his cock in my warm hole and have him 
fuck me into the sand. Just thinking about it raised 
my temperature. 

He did my arms, my neck, my upper back, my 
lower back...then he turned his attention to my 
legs. We'd both stopped kidding around by this 
stage and my breath was coming in gasps. | could 
have sworn that Rocky was panting a little. It 
must be the heat. 
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He admired my hairless legs then it was time 


for my ass. 


"Gonna do your cheeks now," he warned, 
slapping them playfully. 

His touch was electric as he squeezed my ass 
muscles, massaging the oil in until my butt must 
have glistened. His fingers sometimes went deep 
into my crack and once or twice his thumb grazed 
my tight puckered hole. Each time | gasped and 
Rocky was so apologetic | felt chastened. | loved 
it, | just wished he’d ram his cock in and be done 
with it. All too soon it was over and Rocky lay on 
his stomach expecting me to reciprocate. 

| didn’t dare straddle his naked body like he 

had mine so | rubbed in the sunscreen while 
kneeling beside him. He seemed a bit pissed off 
at my reticence, complaining that | wasn’t doing 
it properly until | gave in and sat astride his butt. 

| could have sworn he was pushing up to meet me 
every time | leaned forward to cream his back and 
arms. 


“Fuck, that feels so good, dude. You have 


magic fingers. You could have your way with me 
if you keep that up.” 
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"You shouldn't say things like that, Rocky," I 
said. “Someone might take it the wrong way." 
"Sorry, dude." 

| changed the subject quickly. "Where did you 
get my mobile number, Rocky? When you rang 
this morning." 

"Easy. | rang Arli. She gave it to me." 

“Oh.” 

"Don't forget my ass. It doesn't see the sun 
very often so it needs special attention cause it 
burns easily." 

| dribbled oil on his cheeks and began to rub 

it in, squeezing the same way he did me. 

"Oh, dude, you could make a living doing this. 
Sweet." 


| couldn't help myself and | allowed a dribble 


of oil to work its way into his crevice. He 
shuddered. 

"Sorry," | said, not meaning a word of it. "Let 

me wipe that away." 

| parted his cheeks and saw his cute little ass 
entrance surrounded by about a dozen dark 
hairs. It took every piece of willpower in my 
possession to stop myself from reaching over to 
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kiss it. | accidentally on purpose dribbled more oil 
so it oozed down into his crack and then ran my 
hand along the canyon and across the hole. He 
shuddered uncontrollably, moaning as | massaged 
in the excess sunscreen. I felt his body convulse 
and | would have sworn he was blowing his load. 
What had | done? He'd never forgive me. 

| lay down on my towel, the two of us passing 

the time by discussing our past and our futures, 


like people do on a first date, though ours wasn't 


a date. It was just dudes getting to know each 
other better. We both spoke in generalities until 
Rocky dared ask the first personal question. 
"What are you looking for? A boyfriend? Casual 
sex? What?" 

“I'd love a boyfriend,” | admitted. "Someone to 
share my life with. You know, moments like 
these. It's hard on your own. Things are easier 
now than they were but it can still be difficult. | 
imagine it is for you, too." 

| didn't want it to seem like | thought straight 
boys had it too easy. 

"What's your type?” he said. "Maybe I can 
keep an eye out for him." 
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| wanted to scream, You, you're exactly my 
type. Instead, | said, "I'm still looking. | don't 
know if | have a type yet. What about you?” 


"| have a very definite type," he said. 


Don't | know it. Big-titted, blonde cheerleaders. 
No way would | ever fit that job description. | 
didn't think even implants and a bleach job would 
help. 

"You ever been in love?" he asked. 

This was getting a bit personal. 

"Yeah, but I kept it secret." 

"That's sad. Why did you keep it secret?" 

"He was straight and | didn't want to spoil the 
friendship." 

"Yeah, that works." 

"You?" 

"Yeah. Hit me hard. Didn't work out though." 
"Sorry." 

That feeling of melancholy that I’d noticed 
earlier settled over once again. 

Rocky stood and pulled on his shorts, shoving 
the sunscreen in his back pocket. 

"You feel like an ice cream? That should cheer 


us both up." 
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So he felt it, too. 

"Where are you going to get ice cream around 
here?" 

"There's always a couple of vans selling sodas 
and ice cream in the car park." 

“I'll come with you,” I said. 

"Nah, dude. You stay here and see if there are 
any men that...you know." 

The only reason | said what | did was he 
sounded so damn sad. "Hey, man, we'll still be 
friends." 

"Yeah," he said. 

This afternoon was turning into a real 

downer. | got out my cell phone to listen to music 
I'd downloaded, that would cheer me up. While | 
was humming along to my favorite tracks | 
surveyed the beach for likely prospects. There 


was no denying there were some ideal candidates 


but | couldn't help but compare them with Rocky, 
finding them wanting. The afternoon was fast 
disappearing and | noticed from the time on my 
mobile Rocky had been gone for forty minutes. | 
knew it was a hike to the top of the cliff and the 
car park but he should have been back by now. 
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Perhaps | should go and look for him. He had my 
number if something had gone wrong. 

Just then my mobile rang. It was Arli. 

"You and the boyfriend at the beach?" she 
chortled down the phone. 

| ignored the provocation. 

“He’s gone to get ice cream.” 

“That means you're as good as engaged.” 

"You didn't tell me he rang to get my phone 
number." 

"| thought you would have guessed it was me 


gave it to him. How many people you give your 


number to?" 

She had a point. 

"So, tell me about it. You having the best time 
ever?" 

"| was, but Rocky seems a bit down in the 
dumps. | guess he's missing Cindy-Lou." 

"Hasn't he told you yet?" she shrieked down 

the phone. 

"Told me what?" 

"He and Cindy-Lou were never an item. He 

was her beard. She was in love with this musician 
that her parents didn't approve of, so she asked 
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Rocky to pretend they were seeing each other to 
throw mum and dad off the scent. They did 
approve of a good-looking jock who was almost 
guaranteed a sports scholarship. So on the nights 
they were supposed to be out fucking, she was 


actually with her musician. She's not in Europe, 


she ran off with her boyfriend. That's so cool." 
"So, that's not why he's down?" 

"You didn't go and reject him, did you? Don't 
take any of that Neanderthal shit | used to go on 
about to heart. It was a joke." 

"What do you mean, reject him?" 

"Oh my God, you really are that dumb. Brett, 
Rocky has the biggest crush on you l've ever seen." 
"Rocky is gay?" 

"You didn't know?" 

"Not a clue. And he likes me?" 

"| think the feeling is a lot stronger than like..." 
"Gotta go." 

| disconnected, trying to trawl back through 

my brain for my entire conversation with Rocky. 
Fuck, the clues were all there, | just didn’t see 
them. He must think I’m an asshole. God, | even 
made him come. Surely he didn’t drive off and 
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leave me here. No, his Esky was still beside me. 
Think, Brett, think. He put the sunscreen in his 
pocket. Holy shit! | knew where he was. | ran up 
the beach toward the scrub and tea trees hoping 
this was the right spot. That was confirmed 
almost immediately by the number of men | saw 
coming and going through a break in the thicket. 
| plunged into a world almost as foreign as 
Alice's Wonderland. Everything was like that 
segment in a movie nightmare with close-ups of 
faces laughing maniacally although in this case it 
was men groaning, men thrusting, men jerking. | 
pushed my way through the undergrowth, 
scratching myself on twigs, as | searched for 
Rocky. | was frantic. This obviously wasn't his 
first time in the thick of it but if | had my way it 
would be his last. | had no problem with men 
openly coupling, openly watching, or any of the 
other various combinations they engaged in, 


perhaps one day | would too, but for now | wanted 


to find my man. I was the reason he was 
melancholy. He must think | didn't want him. 
Calling his name probably would have got me 
better results but, looking at the activity around 
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me, | thought it was something to save till the 
last. 

Men reached out to grope me as | passed by, 
issuing invitations to join them for all sorts of 
lascivious pleasures. | might have been tempted 
had it not been for my single-minded pursuit 
of...Rocky! There he was, down on his knees in 
the midst of a group of men, an elderly gent 
plugging his mouth while a younger, around his 
own age, plowed his ass giving a running 
commentary to those watching. 

“Rocky,” | cried out. 

He took his mouth off the old cock, turning 


toward the sound of my voice. He looked beaten, 


humiliated. 

"Shit, it's the boyfriend," I heard someone 
whisper and the crowd began to disperse quickly. 
The older gent tugged on his cock a few times and 
his slime squirted across Rocky's face while the 
young man increased his pace until he slammed 
into Rocky's ass and remained stock still grunting 
as he shot his spunk up his ass. 

"Piss off, fucker," | said to the young man who 
pulled his still squirting dick from my boyfriend's ass. 
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Rocky couldn't look at me, collapsing on the 
sand in misery. 

| slithered down beside him, putting my arm 
under his body, turning him over. He shielded his 
eyes with his arm, afraid to look at me. | put my 
lips to his and forced my way inside. 

"Don't," he said, attempting to push me 


away. 


"| don't care,” | said, and tried again. This 

time he grabbed me, latching onto my mouth so 
my tongue tasted the sperm that various 
strangers had deposited there while he'd kneeled 
in the sand. | caressed his hair as our lips 
remained locked until he believed me. Eventually 
we were forced to break apart just to breath. 

"| couldn't bear you didn't want me,” he said. 
"That's why | came up here." 

"But | do want you. It's all been a 
misunderstanding." 

"Then why did you push me away last night 
when | was kissing you?" 

"Push you away?" | thought about it, and 
laughed. “I was shifting in the seat to get more 
comfortable, | wasn't pushing you away." 

42 

Barry Lowe 

"Really?" 

"Of course. | thought l'd pissed you off by 


coming on too strong. | thought you were straight." 
“I’m so confused, | don't know what | am any 
more. Except for one thing. | fuckin’ love you, 
dude." 

"The feeling's quite mutual, dude. Now, on 

your back." 

"Yes, sir," he complied. 

| pushed my fingers into his ass to make sure 

he was sufficiently lubricated. | don't know how 
many there'd been before me but it must have 
been quite a few because his ass was as leaky as 
an old boat. 

"Sorry," he said. "You wanna wait till later?" 

"No way,” | panted. "It just shows what good 
taste other guys have that they want to fuck my 
boyfriend.” 

“Boyfriend?” 

"That's if you'll have me.” 

"Fuck me hard, Brett." 


| pushed into him and even though I had only 


ever done this two or three times before with 
other men, this time it felt so right. Rocky 
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clamped his ass muscles around my cock as | 
slowly rocked in and out of his sloppy hole, 
lubricated with sunscreen and other men's cum. 
When l'd marked him with my possessive spunk, 
| expected he'd only put out for me. In return he 
could brand my near virginal ass. We'd begin as I 
meant us to go on. 

Not the most ideal circumstances in which to 
consummate our relationship, but | guarantee 
neither of us would ever forget it. 
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